THE   NEW   MONGOLIA
once that while one wheel of a cart was on firm ground
the other sank deep in the mire. Every now and then
a bullock and cart would start sinking and we had to
drag them out, with the fear weakening our muscles
that we too might drown in the bubbling, squelching
sea of mud. To add to our troubles there came a snow-
storm, and the howling of the wind mingled with the
lowing of the frightened beasts and the shouts of the
men—a veritable black-and-white hell, with the mud
providing the black.
The storm finally passed and we reached a less
dangerous part, a small plateau with a vast number of
lakes connected by countless streams. Here too the
ground was spongy and our footprints instantly filled
with water wherever we walked. The descent on the
other side of Devil's Pass was no picnic, either. Here
we had the Egin-Gol, a fast mountain stream, or
rather cataract, to contend with. The Egin-Gol
came thundering down the slope, breaking up into
steaming spray as it struck the rocks. A lovely sight
on a sunny day—from a safe distance. But we had
to cross the Egin-Gol a number of times as it wound
its way in our path, and that was no simple matter.
We had to carry stones to fill up the bed of the stream,
so that the carts might trundle across, and it happened
more than once that a team slipped off the stones or
dislodged a stone, so that not only it, but also a number
of other teams, fell into the water. Nor were even the
largest boulders ptoof against the pressure of the
rushing stream, so that we had to rebuild our "pave-
ment" again and again. It took us eleven days to

